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" Well, good-bye, dear !    My love to the boys ! "
She had just begun to consider whom'she should call up
next when the telephone bell rang.	*
" Yes ? "
" Mr, Val Dartie living there ? "
" No.    Who is speaking ? "
" My name is Stainford. I'm an old college friend of his.
Could you give me his address, please ? "
Stainford ?    It conveyed nothing.
"I'm his mother. My son is not in town ; but I daresay
he will be before long. Can I give him any message ? "
" Well, thanks ! I want to see him. I'll ring up again ;
or take my chance later. Thanks ! "
Winifred replaced the receiver.
Stainford ! The voice was distinguished. She hoped it
had nothing to do with money. Odd, how often distinction
was connected with money ! Or, rather, with the lack
of it. In the old Park Lane days they had known so many
fashionables who had ended in the bankruptcy or divorce
courts. Emily—her mother—had never been able to
resist distinction. That had been the beginning of Monty
—he had worn such perfect waistcoats and gardenias,
and had known so much about all that was fast—impossible
not to be impressed by him. Ah, well! She did not regret
him now. Without him she would never have had Val, or
Imogen's two boys, or Benedict (almost a colonel), though
she never saw him now, living as he did, in Guernsey, to
grow cucumbers, away from the income-tax. They might
say what they liked about the age, but could it really be
more up-to-date than it was in the 'nineties and the early
years of the century, when income-tax was at a shilling,
and that considered high! People now just ran about
and talked, to disguise the fact that they were not so e chic'
and up-to-date as they used to be.

